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EXPERIENCE
TAUGHT MILLIONS
the Differences in
Cigarette Quality
...and now the demand for Camels
— always great
— is greater than ever in history.

D

URING the war shortage of cigarettes
. . . that’s when your “T-Zone” was
really working overtime.
That’s when millions of people found that
their “T-Zone” gave a happy okay to the
rich, full flavor and the cool mildness of
Camel’s superb blend of choice tobaccos.
And today more people are asking for
Camels than ever before in history. But, no
matter how great the demand:
We do not tamper with Camel quality. We
use only choice tobaccos, properly aged, and
blended in the time-honored Camel way!

According to a recent
Nationwide survey-.

More Doctors
smoke

Camels

t/ian any ot/ier cigarette
Doctors too smoke for pleasure.
And when three independent
research organizations asked
113,597 doctors—What cigarette
do you smoke, Doctor? — the
brand named most was Camel!

R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.

'
I

Your'T-ZONE' u
will fell you...
T FOR. TASTE...

T

FOR THROAT...

ihats your proving ground
hr any cigarette. See
if Camels dorit
suit your'T-ZONE'
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The Alligator takes top honors at college for an
unbeatable combination of sunny-day style and shower insurance.
Handsomely tailored in water repellent cotton gabardine
in Havana, smart clay, oyster, or black. Sizes 34-44.

Get your rainwear at Alligator headquarters
SBF Men’s Store... Fourth Floor
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WASHINGTON’S Favorite Campus
Casual a tennis sweater aimed straight
at the heart of the man who cares. Allwool and full-fashioned, with cablestitch
trim. White with maroon and navy
stripes—colors as fresh as new romance.
Sizes, Medium and Large. $15 at
WOLFFS
THE L. W. S. PHOTO serves your
photographic needs, anywhere at any
time. Formal or informal photographs
for all occasions; parties, proms, wed¬
dings, graduations—Among your souve¬
nirs have pictures of all happy memo¬
rable occasions taken by
THE L. W. S. PHOTO
LOckhart 4758
MORE ROMANCING
WITH
BETTER DANCING
For free trial lesson come to—SUTTER
DANCE STUDIO, 6616a Delmar or 308
N. 6th, Carleton Bldg.
“STERLING by Frank M. Whiting &
Company” the choice of American girls.
Reach NOW for lovely things; Whiting’s
Sterling for the home of your dreams.
A spoon or setting to begin and when
Lohengrin strikes up your set may be
complete. Six piece setting, Victoria or
Georgian Shell $26. Troubadour $25.
ALFRED STEINER
7718 Forsyth, Clayton

o.

When looking forward to happiness
and expectations for vacation fun an
ANSCO CLIPPER is a delightful com¬
panion. Streamlined, compact and
rugged. Unique features are fixed focus
and telescopic metal front. Sixteen pic¬
tures 2 1/16" by 214" on roll 616. $6.55.
Better hurry to
COMFORT CORNER
9th & Locust
MAYONNAISE BOWL and LADLE,
another excellent gift for any occasion.
Bowl of clear glass, beautifully propor¬
tioned, with heavy sterling silver base
and serving ladle. Bowl is 414" in diam¬
eter and 2 %" high. Two pieces $9.
HESS & CULBERTSON
Olive at Ninth
THE RECORD BAR has anything
your heart desires. Outstanding, hard
to get GLENN MILLER ALBUM. Re¬
member, “Moonlight Serenade,” “In the
Mood,” “Star Dust”? All of his lovely
recordings as keepsakes in a Victor
Album at

THE RECORD BAR
7809 Forsyth, Clayton

“The flowers that bloom in the spring,
Tra-la.” Beautiful fabrics for beautiful
dresses and a “PIN IT” skirt marker to
make even hemlines easy. It’s got every
thing, girls; sturdy steel base, pins stay
in, job done in 214 minutes. $1.98.
WELEKS
315 N. Tenth St.
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| Your fellow students
meet at

Entertainment

SID GATES
BUFFET

at

~ AltS 9012 Gravois Rd.

FL. 9826 »

featuring

BOY BLUE
Steaks

-

Dancing
Chicken -

TRIO
Frog Legs

19 BRENTWOOD BLVD.

DANCING
AL’S, 9012 Gravois Road (PL. 9820).
Week nights beginning 9:00 and on Satur¬
days 8:00.

CLAYTON

BLACK FOREST, 6432 Gravois Road
(FL. 1830). Dancing 9:00 to 1:30 A. M.

♦

BRENTWOOD COCKTAIL LOUNGE, 8804
Brentwood Blvd. (WEB. 2307). Dancing
from 8:30 to 12:00 Friday and Saturday
nights. No cover.
CHASE HOTEL, 210 N. Kingshighway
Blvd. (RO. 2500). Chase Club—dancing all
evening. Zodiac—tea dancing on Satur¬
days from 4:00 to 6:00 and also all evening.

AL-TUCKER
Musical Enterprises
For the Finest in
Entertainment
T

T

PA. 9701

CIRCUS CLUB, 2728 LaFayette (PR.
9962). Dance music from 9:00 to 1:00,
Saturdays 'til 12.00.

EL-AVION, Manchester Road, west of
Lindbergh Blvd. (TE. 3-2750). Dancing
from 9:00-1:00 A. M.

parties in the “Bear Pit”

1--

INVITATION

TO

STU¬

JEFFERSON HOTEL, 415 N. 12th Blvd.
(MA. 4600).
Club Continental, Dancing
every evening. Minimum .$1.00 per person
week nights; $2.00 Sundays and holidays.

TO

KINGS-WAY HOTEL, 108 N. Kingshigh¬
way (RO. 1800). The Croivn Room—danc¬
ing every evening except Sundays.
MELBOURNE HOTEL, 3701 Lindell (JE.
6980). The Piccadilli Room—dinner until
9:00 and dancing nightly.

SHANGRI-LA CLUB, 6600 Watson Rd.
(FL. 6600). Dancing all evening and din¬
ner from 11:00 A. M. to 1:00 A. M.
TUNE TOWN, 3517 Olive (JE. 6125).
Dancing week nights 8:30-12:30, Saturdays
9:00 to 1:00.
VAN HORN’S, 9321 Litzsinger Rd. (RE.
0948). Dining until 10:30, dancing Satur¬
day nights 9:30 to 1:30.

SUBMIT

CARICATURE DRAWINGS

OF KNOWN OR UNKNOWN, DEAD OR

|

!

ALIVE PERSONALITIES.

Awards will be given to out¬
standing ENTRIES.

* RULES *
1. Drawings must be submitted
before February 25.
2. Minimum size accepted 8" x
10".
3. Must be black and white in
any media.

AL’S, 9012 Gravois Road (PL. 9826).
Dinner starts, 5:00. Minimum: $1.00 per
person.
BLACK FOREST, 6432 Gravois Road
(PL. 1830). Dining from 5:00 to 1:30 A. M.
CHASE HOTEL, 210 N. Kingshighway
Blvd. (RO. 2500). Chase Club—Dinner at
6:45. Minimum: $1.00 per person, week
nights: $2.00 Saturdays and holidays.

Call PArkview 7894

AN

DENTS op Washington University

DINING
We specialise in private

EXTENDS

400 CLUB, 3631 Grandel Square (FR.
1904). Dancing 9:30-4:00 A. M. with floor
shows at 11:00, 1:00, and 3:00 A. M.

ROOSEVELT HOTEL, 4903 Delmar (FO.
4100). Dancing in the Wonder Bar from
9:00 to 12:30.

375 Big Bend

LITTLE BOHEMIA

CLUB PLANTATION, Grand and Delmar
(FR. 2278). Dancing 9:30 until 5:00 A. M.

PARK PLAZA HOTEL, 220 N. Kings¬
highway (FO. 3300).
Crystal Terrace—
dancing from 8:00; floor show 8:30 and
11:30; dining at 6:00.

YACAVELLFS
RESTAURANT

«<!>»

CORONADO HOTEL, 3701 Lindell (JE.
7700). The Jug, Dancing from 9:00 until
1:00 A. M.

CLUB PLANTATION, Grand and Delmar
(PR. 2278). Dining until 4:00 A. M.
EL-AVION, Manchester Road, west of
Lindbergh Blvd. (TE. 3-2750). Dinner af¬
ter 4:30.

4

For additional information re¬
garding THIS EXHIBITION, CALL

GArfield 8071.

220 South 4th.

«<§>»

j

CORONADO HOTEL, 3701 Lindell (JE.
7700). The Jug—dining- from 6:00 to 1:00
A. M.
400 CLUB, 3631 Grandel Square (FR.
1904). Dining from 8:30 to 4:00 A. M.
SHANGRI-LA CLUB, 6600 Watson Road
(FL. 6600). Dinner from 11:00 A. M. to
1:00 A. M.
VAN HORN’S, 9321 Litzsinger Road (RE.
0948). Dine until 10:30.
HICKORY HOUSE, 2652 Hampton Ave.
(HI. 9809). Dining after 6:00.
BELVEDERE JOE’S, 1407 Brentwood
Blvd. (RE. 2828). Open from 11:00 to 1:30
A. M. Dinner: 5:00 to 10:30.
REVO MILL, 4749 Gravois Ave. (HU.
2626).
Dinner from 3:00 to 1:00
Opens
11:00 A. M.
EDMOND’S, 3185 Gravois
(LA. 5635).
Open from 11:00 to 1:00 with dinner from
4.30 to 9:00.
MEDART’S,
7036 Clayton Road
(ST.
1227).
Old Cheshire—dinner from 5:00 to
9:30 with food any time in the other
buildings.
YACAVELLI’S, 375 Big Bend (PA. 7894).
Any time.
VESCOVO’S, 6201 Delmar
(DE. 0621).
Open from 10:00 until 1:30 A. M. Dinner:
5:30 to 9:00.
CROSS ROADS, Clayton and N. and S.
Roads (CA. 5361). Open 11:00 to 1:30 A. M.
TOWN HALL, 6736 Clayton Road (HI.
3555). Dinner from 5:00 to 9:00; open from
10:30 to 1:30 A. M.
JOE GARAVELLI’S, 5701 DeGiverville
(RO. 90:2). Open from 11:00 to 1:30 A. M.
with dinner from 6:00 to 9:00.

ENTERTAINMENT AND MUSIC

For tomorrow’s executives !

CAEASAL, 1110 Locust St. (GA. 3587).
Elmer Trutsch Trio from 5:00 to 1:30 A. M.
CHARLIE’S, 4573 Laclede

(RO.

3587).

The

CHASE HOTEL, 212 N. Kingshighway
(RO. 2500). The Steeple Chase features the
Joe Schirmer Trio.
FOREST PARK HOTEL, 4910 W. Pine
(RO. 3500). Circus Snack Bar—Stuff Smith
Trio. There is a special jam session every
Saturday afternoon, 4:00-6:00.
SID GATES, 19 Brentwood

(DE.

0913).

GRAHAM’S, Forsythe and Central, Clay¬
ton.
Charlie Brown plays the piano on
week ends.
JEFFERSON HOTEL, 415 N. 12th Blvd.
(MA. 4600). The Rendezvous features Max¬
ine and Her Men of Note.
KING’S, 507 N. 9th (GA. 8215). Roy
Jackson’s piano and console music from
9 to 1:30.
HICKORY HOUSE, 2652 Hampton Ave.
(HI. 9809). Clarence Brandon, pianist.
HORRY HORSE, 8229 Clayton Rd. (CA.
9750).
LITTLE BOHEMIA, 220 N. 4th St. (GA.
8071). Tommy Ryan plays the piano on
week ends.
MURAL ROOM, 401 DeBaliviere (RO.
4600).
Russ Haviland is the pianistorganist.
PARK PLAZA HOTEL, 220 N. Kings¬
highway (FO. 3300). The Merry-Go-Round
features the Inca Taky Trio with Imma
Sumack every evening until 12:30.

MVY” by Lee

makes smart campus headlines
The “Ivy” by Lee is as typically collegiate as the
ivy-covered towers from which its name is de¬
rived. It’s made for the tweeds, flannels, and
broad shoulders of college men. The “Ivy” em¬
bodies all the features so wanted by undergrads
and their elder brothers just out of school. It’s
very trim of brim in a medium width that uni¬
versity men like. A smart new touch is the con¬
trasting light color of the welt edge. For smart
headlines on or off campus wear Lee’s “Ivy.”
Cactus, covert, brown, grey. Regular and long
oval shapes. Second Floor.
Mail and Phone Orders CH. UOOO
Store Hours Daily: 9 a. in. to 5:15 p. in.
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juniors

The Eliot girl-of-themonth...wearing a
Carlye original...
only at Kline's...
Miss Mary Jo Chulick, junior in the School of
Retailing, was Eliot's choice to model this Carlye original.
Miss Chulick designs fashions as her hobby . . . was quick to note
the use of collar studs for buttons... the longer jacket
and its pleated, all-around fullness. In gray
Hockanum wool flannel; sizes 9 to 15.

29.95

KUNE’S junior shop, second floor

KLINE S • WHERE SMART ST. LOUISIENNES SHOP • WASHINGTON AT SIXTH, 1 • CENTRAL 6830

THE TOWERS AND THE TOWN
GRAINS OF SCORN
By heav’n, methinks ’twould be an easy leap,
To write an editorial in my sleep.
For if this feeble mind of mine is able
To follow cards over a Quad Shop table
Or to discuss with righteous indignation
The state of college, and this wayward nation—
Methinks ’twould be an easy thing to write
Bright, burning words, to light the dismal night.
What dost thou have to say, immortal muse?
Speak, speak I pray, that I may hear your views.
I
Where are the glorious days, now dead and gone
When gridiron heroes marched on and on?
Bring back, bring back once more those thrilling days
When sturdy quarterbacks called foolish plays!
Bring back the stadium packed with twenty fans!
Bring back the glory of the one man band!
II
Let’s ring the clarion and start campaigns,
Rejuvenate the independent that remains.

III
Let’s write an editorial ... a pressing need
For which our souls do pant and hearts do bleed
Is known to all. Let’s build a Student Union.
What if the cost will run us into runion?
What if the corporation has no dough ?
Let students wave their wands and make it so.
IV
0 scream and shout about the cafeteria
Because the food is so sadly inferia
The which, by man’s most tolerant criteria
Is awful bad for anyone’s interia.
V
There comes to mind this vital, urgent case
Concerning the down trodden negro race.
Admit them now, so they may too enjoy
The spirit that is Washington—oh boy!
VI

Give him a pin, give him a Studebaker
Give him a Senate member, pants that taper,

Let’s write an editorial—but this verse
Is getting, frankly, worse and worse and worse.

Give him a by line in the Student Life—
So he can show them off to kids and wife.

Prose is more fit for this enlightened age.
Dear reader, turn we pray, oh turn the page.

Valentine thoughts
Eliot wishes to report that contrary
to any political propaganda that Wash¬
ington might circulate, this country is
not back to normalcy, for the comic
valentine still costs a nickel. We of the
staff feel that perhaps the answer to all
the economic problems of our time lies
in a careful survey of the comic valen¬
tine.
There was a day when we were able
to run down to the corner store and take
care of our social obligations to the
whole class of 2A with two dimes. The
comic valentine was, like the tootsie roll,
purchased for a penny. The tootsie roll
people got around the economic problem
by changing the size of their
roll and charging more. The
comic valentine people have no
excuse. No matter how you
look at it the thing is only
worth one cent.
Many things as well as comic
valentines have become quite
different in class 2A. Progres¬
sive education has come along and with
it the free expression of the child. We
can recall when free expression was
saved for writing on the walls of the
lavatories or on the fences that lined
the alleys to and from school. Now there
is exploitation. The modern teacher is
constantly searching for some trait that
denotes free expression. Probably the
classic examples of the child who is quite
bewildered by the sudden interest in his
inner desires and outer manifestations
of these desires is the story of the boy
who asked his instructor if she would
please not make them do what they
wanted today.

teacher.” Click. “I think Dean Reals
will be able to fix it up, Arthur,” Click.
“Thank you.” Click.
We were forcibly reminded of the
pace of modern civilization when we re¬
membered that about two months ago
we thought the new telephone system
was a major revolution. But now we
would not be surprised to see Kang the
Cruel stroll across the Quad at almost
any juncture.
Student Life has altered its time
honored and circulation proved policy of
no pornographic appeal by running a
two column pin-up photograph on page
seven of its January 16th issue. It is
too bad, we feel, that a journal that once
upheld such excellent stand¬
ards, has had to sink to the
pictorial as an attraction to its
readers.

Eliot Predicts

How You Have
Changed Department

Although we are no kin to
Drew Pearson, we of the Eliot
staff would like to make a prediction.
We suggest that Washington University
is to be blessed with a brand new, and
possibly shiny, cyclotron. We know be¬
cause we met the salesman. He wan¬
dered down to Eads 15 looking for the
purchasing department, and asked us
where he could go to sell a cyclotron.
We sent him to Mr. Ritterskamp.
We wonder what sales technique the
cyclotron salesman would use. Does he
carry a model or two around in a brief¬
case and whisk out a sample of the little
atom splitter, A-24, at the slightest
provocation? His field is certainly wide
open. Hardly anyone we know has a
cyclotron, and if some manufacturer got
interested in bringing out a low priced
model, it would take a long time to glut
the market with them.

Almost everybody knows about the new
gray plush carpet which coats the upper
middle corridor of the right wing of
Brookings. Not so long ago, within the
memory, even, of the average student, the
floor there was undecorated, humble and
plebeian, like all other floors. Not so
now. And if you can get through one of
the doors that flank the carpet you will
be astonished by sights more wonderful
than even that smooth gray expanse. We
dropped in for a while to Mr. Dean-ofthe-Faculties Stearns the other day, and
were having a quiet chat when suddenly
out of a small radio-like contraption
boomed forth.: .“JS, JS.” Mr. Stearns
leaned back arid flipped a switch. “Yes
sir,” he answered. Click. “Joyce,” con¬
tinued the voice, “I wish you would tell
me whom t.o see about, that night school

Naturally the current size is not quite
right for use in a prefab, but the genius
of free enterprise and the competitive
market would probably solve that diffi¬
culty.
Another pertinent question is, what to
do with old, worn out cyclotrons? Sup¬
pose Washington does decide to buy a

8

new splitter? What sort of a trade-in
can they get? Perhaps this opens up a
new business. Vision the sign: “I deal
in Used Cyclotrons—don’t split hairs,
split atoms—Best Buy in Town—Cheap.”
We shudder to think of the possibility
of every home containing an atom
smasher. Slowly the very air we breath
may become cluttered with bruised and
partially cracked nuclei, a result of in¬
expert hands toying with the funda¬
mental parts of our world.
And, of course, the international scene
might become tense. Remember the way
that we treated some rather ineffective
machines that the Japanese had? Imag¬
ine Uncle Joe reading in his morning
paper that two out of every ten homes
in America owned an atom smasher. We
suggest that the world situation be
cleared up before too many cyclotrons
are put on sale.

Eights—We Eove ’em!
Mr. Mose, down below the hill at the
art school, made some rather pointed
remarks, according to the local papers,
about the purposes of art and the train¬
ing that students are getting at Wash¬
ington University. We think that con¬
troversies on art are splendid things and
would like to hear more about this par¬
ticular one.
There are old timers, we hear, who
sigh for the good old days when the art
school operated with an atmospheric if
not efficient disregard for university
procedure. In the early twenties you
did not need an appointment with the
head of the school to enroll. As a serious
student you would merely pick up your
drawings and go down to classes to get
some practical advice or aid. The stu¬
dent and the teacher were in close
enough contact to render marks unneces¬
sary. Everyone was more interested,
infer the members of the early
twenties school, in art than in
such mundane things as grade
points. They also infer that sev¬
eral competent and financially
successful persons emerged
from the old Art School.
We have not heard the other
side of the question, but it
seems to us that there are
points in favor of further or¬
ganization and less “atmos¬
phere.” We’ll be glad to hear opinions
on the subject of the art school, and we
may do some investigation ourselves.
<§>

“Got something in your eye?”
“No, I was just trying to look through
my finger.”

PROF-FILES
Dr. George E. Mylonas (Mill-oh-nahs)
wants you to know from the beginning
that he is not really a professor. His
teaching work here is merely a “side¬
line.” He is an archaeologist. Now don’t
turn the page because that word sounds
dull. Stop visualizing an old duffer with
a graying goatee and a magnifying glass,
deciphering the hieroglyphics on a dusty
pyramid. Dr. Mylonas does not conform
to the popular dry-as-old-bones concep¬
tion of an archaeologist.
Perhaps you aren’t quite sure how an
archaeologist ought to look; but what¬
ever your vague ideas on that subject,
Dr. Mylonas probably does not fit them.
He has dark hair and a small mustache
which used to be red. He is very fond
of a certain blue coat which doesn’t
match any of his other clothes, and he
sports a fighting red tie on final exam
days. His children like to send him to
school with a flower in his lapel—some¬
thing from their own yard, like a rose
or a dandelion.
It isn’t difficult to start Dr. Mylonas
talking about his family. Alex is sixteen
and shares his father’s hobby of collect¬
ing stamps and coins. Nike (pronounced
Nicki) is twelve and has a colorful col¬
lection of dolls. The ten-year-old iden¬
tical twins, lone and Daphne, collect
spoons and embroidery. The youngsters
are doing an admirable job of filling in
the gaps in their father’s education.
They try to keep him up to the minute
on American slang which still floors him
at times, and they see that he doesn’t
neglect the funny papers. Mrs. Mylonas,
also brunette and Greek, is a charming
and talented woman. She is an expert
at fine needlework, which Dr. Mylonas
laments “is a lost art among American
women.” And if you are ever lucky
enough to be invited for tea, she’ll serve
you some of the cookies she makes from
old Greek recipes. Sheer ambrosia!
Next to his family and his excava¬
tions, Dr. Mylonas loves best to talk
about his native Greece. He insinuates
that in Greece they pay professors
enough so that they can have pretty
houses. Also, there is a lot of marble
lying around. To prove his point, he in¬
sists that even his dog house in Athens
is marble. After he finished describing
the crystal atmosphere, the brilliant sun¬
light, the mountains and sea, I was ready
to pack my belongings in a hankie and
start out. He and Mrs. Mylonas used to
spend their vacations on either of their
two sailing boats. One such time when
they intended to be gone for only two

Dr. GEORGE E. MYLONAS

weeks, the adventurous spirit, which he
says all Greeks possess, led them from
island to island . . . and what do you
know? They didn’t get back home for
three months! He was supposed to be
teaching at the University of Athens at
the time, but in Greece if a professor
doesn’t feel like coming to class, he
doesn’t have to show up. (Faculty please
note!)
To get down to more vital statistics,
Professor Mylonas is a Phi Beta Kappa.
A list of the schools he attended reads
like a travel folder. He went to the In¬
ternational College at Smyrna in Asia
Minor. He received a Ph.D. from the
University of Athens. This particular
degree, incidentally, cost him a chance to
participate in the Olympic games, since
it was considered “unfitting” for a can¬
didate for a degree to take part in
athletics—even on the Greek National
Soccer Team. He also attended the Uni¬
versities of Munich and Berlin, the Sorbonne in Paris, and he has visited all
the major museums in Italy, France, and
England. He also got a doctor’s degree
from Johns Hopkins in this country.
Dr. Mylonas’ colorful career in the
United States began at the University
of Illinois. He arrived at the university
supposing that he had been hired to
teach archaeology, since that had been
his field in Europe. The University of
Illinois had other ideas. He found he
was assigned to teach classes in art and
archaeology, Greek, philosophy, and most

9

disastrous of all—athletics! The univer¬
sity had just gotten the brilliant inspir¬
ation that it needed an academic course
in the history of athletics, but who to
teach it? Well, here was this foreign
archaeologist fellow. Let him do it. The
class was almost entirely made up of the
brawn-and-muscle men of the campus.
On the first day, Dr. Mylonas made his
entrance dressed as European professors
are always dressed, with stiff, high col¬
lar, a long black coat, striped trousers,
and freshly polished shoes. The Illinois
athletes thought he was a new kind of
animal. He began his lecture with a
learned discourse on the origins of Greek
games as found in Homer and Hesiod,
complete with quotations from the orig¬
inals. Obviously the class was bewil¬
dered, so he decided to demonstrate the
various sports. All went well until he
came to discus throwing. He demon¬
strated the correct stance and then
lurched forward with the throwing move¬
ment. At this moment his foot slipped
off the edge of the lecture platform, and
he landed in the lap of a left tackle in
the first row!
When I asked him what he considered
his greatest honors to date, he hesitated,
then settled on two special ones. He is
one of the three members of a board
which must grant permission for all ex¬
cavating which is done in Greece. In
addition, before the war, the University
of Munich was gathering material for a
general account of prehistoric research
all over the world. It was an inter¬
national project, and they chose the
greatest men in the field and assigned
each a special territory. Dr. Mylonas
was chosen to report on Greece. The
war, however, halted publication.
Meanwhile, not waiting for the Uni¬
versity of Munich to resume operations,
he wrote a book of his own last year on
the political situation in the Balkans.
Perhaps the good reviews spurred him
on. At any rate, he has another volume
in the making at present, also on the
Balkans. Considering this, his outside
lectures, and his work here at the uni¬
versity, it is a bit difficult to see how
he ever finds time for his real business
of archaeology. But now that the war
is over, he will be going back to his un¬
finished excavations in Greece at every
opportunity, beginning next summer. It
must be wonderful to be a human dy¬
namo.
Oh, yes. He made me promise to put
in a plug for Greek War Relief. He is

(Continued on page 21)

Queer Duck
by Harold E. Heye

I call her a queer duck. I been ’round
plenty but I ain’t ever met a woman like
her. Why I been all over the east and
as far west as Ohio drivin’ a truck. In
the army I been in Kentucky and North
Africa, and France and England. Us
privates seen things officers never seen.
But in the good ol’ USA I been mostly
in New York and there ya can meet up
with near everything. Yeah, I been lots
of places and so I’ve learned plenty. My
wife Jane says I’m dumb at times, but
what does a woman know? You’ll see if
I ain’t right about the queer duck.
I met her when I was haulin’ old
papers from up New London to Jersey.
We ain’t supposed to take hitchers, but

I sez why not give a fellow a break?
Besides ya get mighty damned sick of
followin’ that white line and seein’ the
same ol’ Connettycut rocks, so I like com¬
pany. I give a guy a lift if he looks all
right. (There’s usually sailors hangin’
around the bridge at New London.
(That’s why I know so much about subs.)
I don’t usually stop for broads. Don’t
like to mess with ’em. They’re either
college girls who need their ears washed,
I figure, or else they’re after yer money,
one way or ’nother. Besides, I’m married
and got two kids. So I gotta be pretty
careful. I don’t take none of ’em across
the state line and I don’t make passes
at ’em neither.
The mornin’ that I met the queer duck
I didn’t see nobody at New London and
was made up to go to NY without no
one to talk to. When I slowed up at that
sharp turn at Old Lyme, though, I seen
a gal with her thumb up, and pulled
over by her.
A knock-out, I sez to myself as she
gets in. She seemed dressed like a model.
She wore a brown suit and nylons. I
think they was nylons anyhow. There
was a gold ring on her right hand that
looked like it had a big ruby and two
diamonds in it. I didn’t notice nothin’
on her left hand. I guessed she was
about thirty. She had nice small fea¬
tures, small nose, small ears. She was
pretty in her way, but she looked sorta
worn.
It seemed funny to me that a gal who
could afford to dress like that would be
out hitchin’. Tha trains run ev’ry hour.
“Well,” I sez, tryin’ to be friendly, “I
wouldn’t want a prettier ride.”
She didn’t say nothin’.
“Do much hitchin’?” I sez.
“Nope,” she sez, not lookin’ at me.
“Don’t usually ride in trucks.”
“That’s what I thought,” I sez. “How
far ya goin’?”
She shrugs her shoulders. “That de¬
pends. How far you goin’?”
Ya got plenty nerve I thinks. “Ya
better know soon, sister,” I sez kinda
sore, “or you’re not goin’ far with me.”
She gave me one of them “Okay, if ya
wanna take that attitude” looks but
didn’t say nothin’.
Well, I wondered what kind of birdie
this was and what she was tryin’ to get
outta me.
“What kinda work ya do?” I asks.
“I don’t.”
“Ya mean you’re married?”
“I mean I don’t work.”
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“Well, what do ya do?”
“Wadda ya mean?” she asks, innocent
like.
What a dame, I thinks. “Skip it,” I
sez. “Do ya live here ’bouts?”
“Nope.”
“Where do ya live?”
She looks down kinda sad-like. “Look,
what makes ya think I’m alive?”
I thought I must be hearin’ wrong.
“What’s that ye sez?”
“I sez, what makes ya think I’m alive?”
I laughed. “What makes ya think
you’re dead?”
“What makes ya think you’re alive,”
she comes back fast.
I didn’t know whether I should argue
with her or just try to humor her. “Me?
Alive? That’s a dumb question. Well,
there’s that road in front of me. I keep
seein’ it and I keep followin’ it. And this
cigaret in my mouth. I see it. I can
taste it. I can smoke it. I couldn’t do
that if I was dead.”
“Ya could if ya was dreamin’, couldn’t
ya?”
“Ya got somethin’ there,” I sez. “I’m
beginnin’ to wonder if I am dreamin’.”
She put her hand on my shoulder and
looked at me real hard. “Say,” she tells
me, “I see ya ain’t so dumb. I’m gonna
tell ya the truth. I’m dead.”
“The hell,” I sez.
“Ya think I’m kiddin’ don’t ya. Well,
I ain’t!”
She looked so serious about it all, I
couldn’t help feeling sorta sorry for her.
When they’re loco in the coco, I figure ya
should humor ’em. “Noooo I didn’t say
that . . . ya was kiddin’.”
“Ya was thinkin’ it.”
I slapped the wheel with my hand.
“Okay, ya ain’t kiddin’.”
She pushed her right hand in front of
me. “Ya see this ring.”
“Yeah.”
“That’s a large ruby, ain’t it?”
I couldn’t look too close, ’cause I was
drivin’. But I could see it was big all
right. “Yeah.”
“And these diamonds. They make a
carat, don’t they?”
“I couldn’t say — yeah, a carat, I
guess.”
“Well, when I was alive that ring was
worth fifteen hundred bucks.”
“Jeez,” I gulps. “Lemme look at that
agin. Where’d ya ever get it?”
“Never mind how I got it. I don’t
want it. It’s no good to me. I’m dead
with it.”
She moved it quick back and forth in

front of me so’s I could see the flash.
“I’ll show ya I ain’t kiddin’.” Then she
took it off her finger and quick threw it
out the window.
“Hey! Wait!” I yelled and slammed
on the brakes. “What the hell are ya
doin’?”
“Don’t stop,” she sez sharp.
“Are ya ca-razee? The ring . . . the
ring . . . ya threw it out the window.”
“Yeah, 1 know. I feel wonderful. Keep
goin’.”
“Look, sister,” I tries to explain, “if
you don’t want that ring, I do.” I opened
the cab door and was gonna get out.
She grabbed my shirt fast. “Wait.
Please wait. I was dead when I had
that ring. The ruby—the ruby—d’ya
understand? But I’m alive now.”
“Take your hands off that shirt,” I sez.
My blood was boilin’. If she’d been a
man I’d a socked her.
“All right,” she sez weak. “I’ll let ya
go. But ya mustn’t get out. I’ll start
screamin’. I’ll call a cop. I’ll say you’re
a masher.”
I wasn’t afraid of no cop, but I
thought, boy, if my wife finds out, my
hide will be tanned. I was so mad I
could hardly think straight. But I knew
I had to count ten.
“Okay,” I sez, “ya win. But ya don’t
know what you’re doin’. We’ve got to
look for that ring.”
“We’ve got to drive on, ya mean.”
I figured she had me cornered. I looked
back up the road ta where I thought
she’d tossed the ring. I planned ta dump
her off somewhere and then come back.
I started the engine.
“That’s being sensible,” she sez.
Sensible, she sez. What a dumb dodo.
Well, anyhow, we drove on slow. Most
of the time she looked out the window.
We didn’t say nothing for a while. But
I was feelin’ so excited in my stomach,
wonderin’ about that fifteen hundred, I
finally had ta talk.
“What’s there about rubies that makes
’em kill ya?”
“There’s a curse on ’em. Ya know
what a curse is?”
“Sure,” I sez. “I been ’round.”
“Well, rubies come from India, don’t
they?”
“Anybody knows that.”
“Well, that’s why they’s a curse on
me.”
“I don’t get it.”
She shook her head and looked sad.
“It’s in the family. My grandfather got
the curse. He was in India in the army.
Some ol’ witch, I thinks. She put the
curse on him. On a ruby, that is.”
“Oh, I know what ya mean. Sure.
That’s just like somethin’ I read once.
Sure . , . Or did I hear it? Well, any¬

TO

ANNA

Richard L. Carp
These words cannot express the way I feel,
For words were never made to tell of pain—
The pain I feel within me—deep and real,
The hollow, empty longing in my brain.
I cannot think of lovers’ games we played,
Nor now remember subtle words replied,
I cannot think of promises you made:—
I can remember only that you lied.
Austria, 1945

way, I get it. Then she put the curse on
all his children. Right?”
She looked at me like she was trying
to figure me out. I guess she knew by
then that I knew what’s what. “Yes,”
she sez, “that’s it. Oh, it’s terrible. Ter¬
rible. I get so nervous just thinkin’
about it.” She sniffled once or twice, then
asked if she could smoke.
“Go ahead,” I sez.
She had one of them big purses women
puts everythin’ in. When she opens it
See it. See it!” she yells.
“Oh, my
God!”
“What’s the matter?”
She pulled out of her pocket book a
gold ring, just like the other one. “Look.
See it. Shee it!” she yells. “Oh, my
God. It’s back to haunt me.”
“Well, I’ll be damned,” I sez.
She held the ring before me. Her hand
was shakin’. “I gotta throw it away.”
I reached out quick and grabbed it.
“Oh no ya don’t. Not this time.”
“Throw it away,” she pleads.
“I’m keepin’ it this time. I got a fam¬
ily. Do ya think I’m gonna throw all
that dough away?”
“Then let me outta here.” It seemed
like she was beggin’. “Keep the ol’ ring.
Lemme out.”
“With pleasure,” I sez.
I spotted a place where I could pull
over and stopped.
“Okay, ya can get out.”
She opened the door, then paused. “Ya
know, you’re lucky. That rings pretty
valuable to ya, but it ain’t worth a cent
to me.” She hung her head. “Not a
cent.”
“Ya could sell it at a jewler.”
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She began to sniffle. “Oh, no, no. I
couldn’t do that. Oh, ain’t it awful?”
“Well,” I sez, “I’m glad I can use it.”
I sorta wish I hadn’t said that, cause
that started her to bawlin. I’m lost when
a woman cries. I didn’t know what to
say.
She sniffles a while and then she looks
up at me with her eyes real big and
open and sorta red and the tears not dry
on her cheeks. “Maybe,” she sez, hopeful
like, “maybe I could sell it ta ya?”
“Ta me? Hell, where da ya think I’d
get that dough?”
Her chin drooped. “Yes, you’re right.
Well, I’ll just get out and walk. Ya
keep the ring. Keep it free. It’s worth
fifteen hundred to ya and it ain’t costin’
ya nothin’.” She paused. The way she
looked at me, I felt kinda cheap. “Un¬
less . . . unless, ye wanna give me some¬
thin’, say as a token. Ya can say ya
bought it.”
I reached into my pocket and pulled
out my wallet. “Well . . . I’ve got leven
dollars and forty cents. I’ll give ya ten.
It’s all I can.”
She grabbed the ten quick and jumped
outta the cab. “Ya win. Ya win,” she
yells, walkin’ away.
So I drove off. When I got home I
gave the ruby to Jane. I didn’t wanna
tell her I got it from a broad, so I sez
I found it. I went back to find the other
ring, but I never spotted it.
My wife don’t think thems a real ruby
and diamonds in the ring. I tell her to
take it to a jeweler, but she only laughs.
She don’t know they’s real, cause she
ain’t been ’round like me.

Rwm

HE REAL 1
by Muriel Simon
The secretary turned to the young
woman sitting nervously in one of the
comfortable chairs pretending to read a
magazine. “Dr. Mead will see you now,
Miss Lindsey,” she said.
Gay Lindsey rose slowly from her
chair and walked through the door held
open for her by the secretary. Her gaze
took in a warm pleasant room. There
was a large desk near one of the win¬
dows and sitting behind it was a man of
medium build in his late thirties. He
rose when Gay entered and walked over
to her, extending his hand.
“Good afternoon, Miss Lindsey,” he
said. “Will you have this chair, please.”
He indicated an armchair in front of the
desk. “Cigarette?”
Gay sat down and took the cigarette
he offered. The doctor sat down behind
the desk and leaned back in his chair.
“Now then, Miss Lindsey,” he began,
“suppose we start from the beginning.
Just what was it that made you come
to me?”
Gay fidgeted a little with her hands.
She seemed to be at a loss as how to
begin. Finally she looked at him. “I
thought that when I began thinking
about suicide it was time to do some¬
thing about it,” she said quietly.
“I see,” he answered. “Suppose we
start from scratch, Gay. You don’t mind
my calling you by your first name, do
you?”
She shook her head.
“Good,” he said. “Now tell me, when
did you first start getting these thoughts?
Was it recently?”
“Not exactly,” she answered. “The
first time was two years ago, hut it
wasn’t anything like this.”
“Does it have anything to do with a
love affair, Gay?”
She inhaled the cigarette and watched
the smoke rise slowly to the ceiling. “It
seems strange to me to be telling anyone
these things about myself, Dr. Mead,”
she said. “Usually I detest people who
are always loading their troubles on
someone else.”
He smiled at that. “Yes,” he said, “I
don’t blame you. But this is a little
different. I’m a doctor and you’ve come
to me for help because you’re tired men¬
tally. You’ll find after a while that you
won’t even mind talking to me in this
way because it will relieve your mind
and make you feel more relaxed and at

ease.” He lit a cigarette and sat waiting
patiently until she was ready to go on.
“I guess that indirectly my love af¬
fairs are responsible for most of this,”
she answered. “But that isn’t the only
reason.” She looked straight at him and
he nodded very slightly. “You see,” she
continued, “I have no religion in me
anymore.” She looked down at her
hands. “I don’t know when, where, or
why I lost it but it simply isn’t there.
Oh, I’ve tried to go on believing, because
they say you have to have something to
hold on to, but I just can’t. It all seems
so hypocritical. I know it’s because I’ve
never gotten anything I really asked for.
I know that’s a foolish way to look at it,
but I can’t help it. It all seems so un¬
fair. I’ve had so much less than other
women I know and I’ve asked for so
little.” She stopped very suddenly and
flushed. “I’m sorry I didn’t mean to go
on like that.”
The doctor smiled at her gently. “On
the contrary,” he said. “I’m very glad
that you did. And I can understand only
too well your feelings. You’d be sur¬
prised if you knew how many other peo¬
ple feel the same way. No, Gay,” he
said quietly, “you’re not alone.”
She sat there staring at her cigarette.
“It’s funny, Dr. Mead,” she said. “I
never think of others as individuals like
that. You know what I mean . . . hav¬
ing the same thoughts and feelings. It
was as if the whole world were ganging
up on me.”
“There must be other reasons for your
feeling as you do now, Gay. It isn’t only
from your loss of faith, is it?”
“No.” She moved nervously in her
chair. “No,” she repeated, “it’s from a
loss of interest in everything.” She
rubbed the cigarette against the ash
tray until she was sure it was out. Then
she looked up at the doctor. “It’s just
that I don’t care what I do anymore.
I’m bored with working and go crazy
when I haven’t anything to do. And I
hate being with people. Everything they
say or do irritates me and I never have
anything to add to their conversation.
I don’t even care if I talk or not and it
doesn’t bother me what they think of
me. But when I’m alone, it’s even worse.
I become miserably lonely and restless
and want to be with people so much that
it hurts.” She lighted another cigarette,
leaned back in the chair and slowly let
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the smoke trickle forth from her lips.
Then she gave a short sigh. “So you see,
Dr. Mead, it is just a vicious circle, and
I’ve reached the point where it just
doesn’t seem worth the effort.”
“How is your social life coming along
at the moment, Gay?” he asked. “I
mean, are you dating anyone in particu¬
lar right now?”
She didn’t answer right away. Fi¬
nally, “No,” she said.
He looked at her very intently. “Were
you going with anyone recently?” he
asked.
“Yes,” she answered.
“I see,” she said. “And when did you
stop seeing him?”
“About a month ago,” she replied.
“Can you give me the approximate
time that you actually began feeling this
way?” he asked.
Gay gave him a quick look and then
smiled dryly. “I know what you mean,
Dr. Mead,” she said, “and you’re right
to a certain extent. It was then that the
feeling began.” She made a helpless little
gesture with her hands. “But,” she con¬
tinued, “I wish I could explain to you
that the fact that we broke up isn’t en¬
tirely the reason for all this. I mean it
is, but it isn’t,” she finished helplessly.
He smiled. “I see,” he said. “But, tell
me, Gay, am I right in supposing that a
month ago you didn’t feel as strongly
against life in general as you do now?”
She nodded her head. “Yes,” she
sighed. “You see, the trouble with me
is that when everything goes right with
my little world, I feel wonderful; and
the minute one thing goes wrong, I feel
like this. I can’t seem to take things in
my stride the way other people do.”
“Well,” he said, “when you come right
down to it, we all have our periods of
depression and happiness. After all,
Gay, how do you really know what things
go on in other people’s minds? You’d be
surprised if you knew how many people
go through the same phases that you do.
Some get over it without any help be¬
cause they have a different emotional
makeup. Others become fatalists and
take life as it comes without trying to
find an explanation. And then there are
the ones who break up completely. All
you need is a little help, Gay, and you’ll
be all right.”
“Dr. Mead,” she said, “I know this will
sound a little previous but, well, just

being able to talk to someone you know
is really interested helps. Does that
sound crazy?”
“Not at all,” he answered. “I hoped
that you would feel that way. Now how
about giving me a little more history.”
“Is there anything in particular you’re
referring to?” she asked.
“Yes. You told me that you felt like
this because you broke up with this man,
but that that wasn’t the entire reason.
Could you go on with that?”
She played nervously with her hands.
“You know,” she began, “I knew before
I came here that you would go into
that.”
“But you came anyway,” he replied.
“You must have wanted to talk about it
-—get it out of your system. Isn’t that
right?”
“Yes, of course it is,” she answered.
She took a drag on her cigarette. “All
right, Dr. Mead,” she said, “I told you
that these feelings first came on me two
years ago. Well, it was then that I had
my first disappointment in love, so to
speak.”
“Your first disappointment, you said,”
the doctor interrupted. “Then how many
disappointments have you had in all in
these two years?”
“Three,” she answered.
“I see,” he replied. “And haven’t you
ever disappointed anyone at all in that
sense?”
She threw him a questioning glance.
“Well yes,” she answered slowly, “I sup¬
pose I have. But you don’t understand,
I mean I’ve never disappointed anyone
I ever cared for—only the ones that
didn’t matter. I mean, oh . . .” She
stopped helplessly.
“Yes,” the doctor smiled, “I think I
know what you mean, Gay.” They looked
at each other and grinned. “Suppose we
call this visit ended. The first time is
really nothing but an introduction any¬
way.” She rose from the chair and
waited hesitantly. “I think I’m going to
be able to help you,” he continued. “Can
you come again at the same time next
week?”
She nodded her head.
“Good. Then I’ll be seeing you.” And
he showed her the way out through an¬
other door.

The secretary nodded to Gay. “Dr.
Mead will see you now, Miss Lindsey.”
Gay walked into the office and went
straight to the armchair in front of the
desk. She acknowledged the doctor’s
greeting with a smile.
“You look fairly happy this afternoon,
Gay, any special reason?” he asked.
She laughed. “You mean, reasons

other than from my weekly visits to you?
You know I’ve only been coming here
for six weeks, but it’s hard to remember
the time when I didn’t.” She leaned
back in the chair and relaxed. “Well
let’s see. Remember that man I told you
about last time?”
“You mean the one who took you home
from that party you went to?” heasked.
She nodded happily.
He fingered his pencil for a few sec¬
onds. Then, “I thought you said that
you intended playing the field for a
while,” he said.
She leaned over and took a cigarette
from the tray on his desk and waited
until he lit it for her. “I did,” she an¬
swered. “I played it for a month. Even
after I met him I intended to take it
easy-—I thought. But whenever I was
with anyone else, all I could think about
was the next time I would be with him.”
“And how does he feel about it,” he
asked.
Gay toyed with the cigarette in her
fingers. “Well,” she answered, “he tells
me a lot of things. Of course, we’ve

only known each other for two weeks.
It’s hard to know what to believe.” She
paused for a moment. “But then, it’s
hard even when it’s more than two
weeks, isn’t it?”
“I thought we were going to leave the
past behind us, Gay.”
“I’m sorry,” she answered. “This is
the first time I’ve thought about it.”
He sat back in his chair. “Would you
like to tell me all about him, Gay? You
know, how you met him, how often you
see him.” He smiled. “In other words,
I want to know all the intimate inter¬
esting facts.”
“Well,” she began, “As you know by
now, it began two weeks ago. A friend
of mine gave a cocktail party at her
home and I was invited. I remember I
didn’t want to go because I was afraid
I wouldn’t know anyone there.” She
laughed. “I was right. I didn’t know a
soul. So I was standing by the piano
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like a bump on a log trying to look non¬
chalant about the whole thing when the
man in question came up to me and
asked me why I was so nervous. I told
him that it wasn’t nervousness but bore¬
dom, and that I was by myself out of
sheer necessity. He seemed to find that
very amusing and stayed with me for the
rest of the party. I’m afraid I can’t
possibly remember everything we talked
about.” She grinned. “It wasn’t very
important, though, really. A good time
was merely had by all concerned.”
“But you said he took you home. Did
anything interesting happen then?”
“Natcherly,” she laughed. “He kissed
me.”
“And?” the doctor asked.
“And he told me that he’d call me.”
“And did he?”
“He did—the very next night to be
exact.”
“And when was the next time you saw
him?” he asked.
“That same night,” she replied. “We
went to a movie. Only don’t ask me
what was playing. I couldn’t tell you.”
“Don’t worry,” he laughed, “I’m not
interested in the show bill. But, how
often have you seen him since?”
“On the average, about four times a
week,” she answered. “And when he
doesn’t see me he calls,” and she grinned
at him.
He sat looking at her for a while.
Then, “In other words, Gay, he’s giving
you a rush. Is that it?”
She gave him an odd look and then
nodded her head. “I guess so, but why
did you say it like that?” she asked.
“Well, you have been rushed before,
you know,” he replied. “Three times in
all.”
“Are you trying to tell me that this
is just a build-up to another letdown?”
“Not at all,” he answered. “Look, Gay,
if you’re going to get hurt and angry
about the things I say I can’t help you.
Now there isn’t any reason in the world
why this shouldn’t be the real thing.
But what I’m trying to do is to prepare
you for it either way. Can you under¬
stand that?”
She nodded her head slightly. “Yes,
Dr. Mead,” she replied.
“All right then,” he said, “Now look,
you know about the other times—much
better than I do; so we don’t have to go
into those details. But you know that
you believed each one of them no matter
what they told you. You completely lost
all control of your emotions and I realize
that it was probably unavoidable in each
case. But you proceeded to go about it
in the wrong way. You let all three of
them know just how deeply you felt
about them before they were quite ready

to accept it. You even tended to become
possessive of them, and while that is
flattering to a man up to a certain point,
it suddenly ceases to be flattering and
becomes rather irritating. You see, Gay,
it’s human nature to want something
which you don’t possess. If it’s com¬
pletely unattainable, it becomes at first
just a strong desire, and then gradually
it is wiped out when a material thing is
presented to take its place. But, if it
isn’t completely unattainable—that is, if
you can possess it after attempting to
get it, you’re content with it for a while
—Sometimes a very short while, and
other times, indefinitely. But usually,
and in most cases, after you have suc¬
ceeded in attaining it, then it becomes
another matter. If you can only use it
moderately, you still want it; but when
you get it very often and in very large
doses, the novelty wears off and you tire
of it very soon and start looking else¬
where for new pleasures. Do you under¬
stand what I’m getting at, Gay?”
She did not answer at first but sat
there staring into space. Finally she
turned to him and asked very slowly,
“You think that’s what happened all the
time, Dr. Mead?”
“Don’t you?”
She nodded. “I guess so,” she said
very low.
He leaned forward in his chair. “In
other words, Gay,” he said, “I merely
want you to profit by your previous ex¬
periences and mistakes. You know, many
times it’s very hard to keep your head
about such matters when you’ve lost all
control of your heart. You happen to
be an extremely emotional person and
it’s even more difficult for you than it
would be for others. And sometimes it’s
much better for an individual like your¬
self to be more rational about different
things. You don’t get hurt quite as
easily.” He smiled at her. “What I’m
trying to say to you is that if you’re
not too far gone already, I’d try not to
become too involved until you’re abso¬
lutely certain that he feels the same
way.”
“Do you mean you can actually put
brakes on your emotions like that just
by trying?”
“You’d be surprised at what a human
being can do when necessity calls,” he
answered. There was a short silence.
Then, “By the way, Gay, how are you
getting along with your other troubles—
your attitudes toward God and life in
general?”
She laughed. “Well, for two weeks
now I’ve been feeling pretty wonderful.
I haven’t thought about suicide even
once.”
“And religion?” he asked.

“Religion,” she repeated slowly. “Well,
I haven’t thought too much about it one
way or the other lately to be truthful,
but—well, you know there may be some¬
thing to it after all. At least, I’m not
too much against it any more.”
“I see,” he replied.
Gay rose from her chair and turned
toward him. “I have to leave earlier
today, but don’t worry too much about
me, Dr. Mead,” she said, “because I have
a wonderful feeling that this is all go¬
ing to turn out in a really terrific way.
You see, I’m absolutely positive that he’s
meant everything he’s ever said, and
well, I know that it’s really love this
time for all parties concerned. I guess
that all women have intuitions about
things like that, don’t they?” She
started toward the door and then
stopped. “But just to play it safe, I’ll
try to remember what you told me any¬
way. Although, man to man, I think I’m
really cured. See you next week.” And
she left leaving the doctor staring after
her with an oddly vacant expression on
his face.

Ties Cleaned and Hand-blocked
12 for $2.00 — 30 for $5.00
ECKTIE
Service
CoMPANy

PA. 1326
Hosiery
Repair

Glove Cleaning and
Pressing of Distinction
Quality Dry Gleaning of all
wearing apparel

356 N. Skinker

For Convenience
and Good Food

The secretary opened the door to the
doctor’s office and then stepped aside to
let two men enter. The doctor rose from
his chair and said expectantly, “Yes,
Gentlemen? Can I be of any service to
you?”
“Dr. Mead,” one of them said. “We’re
from the Homicide Bureau. We just
came from a suicide and we found your
name listed among some of the belong¬
ings. Maybe you can tell us something
about it. The party’s name was Gay
Lindsey.”
The doctor repeated slowly, “Gay
Lindsey.”
“Yeh, that’s right,” the other man an¬
swered. “She left a note. And when we
found out that she’d been coming here
we figured that maybe you could explain
it.”
“Please, may I read the note, Gentle¬
men?”
He took the note from one of the men
and opened it slowly. There was one
line. It read: I guess this is the only
real thing.
Mother, are there any skyscrapers in
heaven?
No, son, engineers build skyscrapers.
<t>

She—How about giving me a diamond
bracelet?
He — My dear, extenuating circum¬
stances perforce me to preclude you from
such a bauble of extravagance.
She—I don’t get it.
He—That’s just what I said.
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Glamorous Mary Jo Chulick, an accomplished pianist, a ’45 Hatchet maid,
a frequent model for downtown department stores, and a Retailing student,
comes from Illinois, lives in McMillan, and hopes to become a buyer or
fashion coordinator. “Babe” (Mary Jo’s childhood nickname that has per¬
sisted), discourses on men: “Besides the generally accepted qualities, my
ideal man would be persevering and consistent, well-dressed, tall and
dark, intelligent, and have an optimum amount of conceit. He’d enjoy jazz,
semi-classical, and classical music.” She owns to these aversions: Bobbysocks (“Babe” has one pair and wears them only for tennis), cigar smok¬
ers, slow, deliberate bridge opponents, men with unshined shoes, and the
inebriate date. “Babe” delineates her likes: “Gab sessions ’till the wee
hours of the morning,” crossword puzzles, tennis, ice skating, fashion
shows, the color black, gardenias, men who smoke pipes, and “good, slow,
hot jazz, with a dirty saxophone inside, played, preferably, by a negro
orchestra.”

Londonderry Air and Dvorak’s Largo
by Sigmund Romberg and his orchestra
recommended for the lighter side. . . .
Victor.
Mary Ann Moore

Several new classical recordings of
some interest have come out recently.
Mozart: Operatic Arias if you’re inter¬
ested in vocals. It’s not often that a good
vocal album is made. This one is done by
Ezio Pinza, basso, with Bruno Walter
conducting the Metropolitan Opera Or¬
chestra. Mr. Pinza is probably the most
outstanding Mozart basso of today. The
album includes arias from Don Giovanni,
The Marriage of Figaro, The Magic
Flute, and the Abduction. . . . Columbia.
Prokofieff: Symphony No. 5 has now
been put on record for the Prokofieff en¬
thusiasts. It is played by the New York
Philharmonic-Symphony Orchestra with
Artur Rodzinski conducting. This re¬
viewer cannot personally advise getting
it because he doesn’t like Prokofieff.
However, those who have seen the light
will doubtless enjoy the symphony which
is excellently performed. . . . Columbia.
Debussy: Preludes—Book II. Lovers
of this outstanding French impressionist
will appreciate this new album which is
played by Mr. and Mrs. Casadesus. Casadesus, a master in his interpretation of

Debussy at the piano, gives a subtle, deli¬
cate performance. His wife also has
great feeling for Debussy, though per¬
haps not quite as delicate a one as her
husband’s. She plays Suite, Pour le
Piano, and an extra Dance. . . .Vox.
Single records include:
Dupre: Variations on a Noel, played
by E. Power Biggs, organist. Mr. Biggs
is one of the outstanding organists of our
time. His home is in Cambridge, Mass.,
and he plays the baroque organ of How¬
ard University. Some readers may re¬
member hearing him when he gave a
recital during the Bach Festival last
spring. . . . Victor.
Beethoven: Pathetique Sonata, slow
movement, a single record with Oscar
Levant. Though some people may be ininterested, we do not recommend such a
work piece-meal. . . . Columbia.

Pavilion of Women—Pearl S. Buck.
On her fortieth birthday the well-pre¬
served and still beautiful Madame Wu
resolves to live, not for her family alone,
hut for herself. Naturally, calamity re¬
sults but all turns out in a typical “all’s
well” ending.
Insipid!
Leg Man—Edward McCray Thompson.
This novel is a personally conducted
guide tour through St. Louis by Reporter
Thompson, leg man, formerly of the St.
Louis Star-Times and St. Louis Globe
Democrat. The hook is written with wist¬
ful irony, in the vivid atmosphere of
journalism. You watch Thompson ar¬
range an “incident” to help divorce pro¬
ceedings of one of his friends, you ride
to fires, meet celebrities and characters
and dash from one end of St. Louis to
another on various assignments. Leg
Man is gently humorous, spontaneous,
fresh, and sympathetically human.

Stops—Middleburg College Press.
This little book with its amusing ho¬
munculi is a handbook for those who
know their punctuation and for those
who aren’t quite sure. Stops is made up
of humorous quotes with the punctuation
illustrated and the rule stated simply at
the bottom of the page. Because of the
unusual clarity of the material we highly
recommend this to all students—espe¬
cially freshmen struggling with gram¬
mar lessons.
Mr. Adam, hy Pat Frank.
As the blurb on the front of the cover
says—a witty and discerning satire on
our life today. Very true.
The whole male sex in the world is
found to be sterile. Finally, one man,
named Mr. Adam, who is still productive,
is discovered. The book discusses his
trials and tribulations.
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Dropped in on Krupa when he was
playing at Tune Town. The thing that
seems to be putting that bunch across is
spelled Carolyn Grey . . . definitely from
fine stock.
Now that Stuff Smith is long gone,
perhaps we should mention how much
we enjoyed his playing. For a long time
he fiddled up in Chicago on the south end
of State Street and did quite well but
with no recognition other than that he
had received from a few lowly musicians
and lower jazz fans. What happened?
Last year’s Esquire had him rated tops
in the Stradivari line and he is not on
South State now. The question seems
to be, “Is Stuff Smith better off now or
then?” Why?
That fine Schirmer Trio goes on and
on at the Merry-Go-Round and Ralph
Sutton still plays those eighty-eights to
death. They are not as bohemian as
some of the Grand and Olive jam ses¬
sions but there is more feeling and less
re-bop in their stuff. Sutton “sat in”
with the Wild Bill Davison Dixieland
aggregation when they were cavorting at
the 400 Club. The bass in the trio has
stopped the mediocre Slam Steward imi¬
tation and has struck out for greater
fields. He is keeping a steady beat with
plenty of kick. One more visit to the
Merry-Go-Round and we might mention
his name in this column.
There are record programs and then
there are record programs. Charlie Meneese’s “Jazz at Grand and Olive” is a
very fine thing which might develop into
a popular affair. There is another pro¬
gram along the same lines as the Meneese effort that is accomplished in its
smoothness and enjoyability. That is the
11:60 Club starting at (who would have
guessed it) 12:00 every night except
Sunday and Monday on WMAQ in Chi¬
cago. Lest we forget, Dave Garroway is
the jockey and his banter is educated if
not educating. He plays more jazz than
anything else, and he too pounds that
drum loud and long for the Herman herd,
Anita O’Day, King Cole, and a few
others that are just as inviting to the
soul. If the studying is finished and you
are having that last cigarette before the
bout with Morpheus, turn the dial to 720
and give this Garroway the ear. P. S.

If you are in Chicago and can’t afford
the higher life, call him up and maybe
you, too, can be guest Disc Jockey that
evening.
When that bored feeling comes from
too much, or, for that matter, not enough
studying, try Gershwin’s “Concerto in
F” for size. There is no doubt that the
blurb at the front of the Oscar Levant
Album is quite correct; there are too
many melodies in that work for any selfrespecting composition.
Mai Topping
Eliot is announcing a poll of the cam¬
pus to find the most popular bands, sweet
and swing, and the favorite singer, male
and female. If you have a favorite band
or singer jot them down on the blank
printed below, cut it out, and get it to the
Eliot office, Eads basement 13, by March
1, 1947. The diligent staff will count the
votes and publish the findings in the fol¬
lowing issue. There are many top bands
that are not organized at the present
such as Herman and Tommy Dorsey.
These are recent enough that we feel
that they should be included in the list
from which you choose. Here are a few
that might help in your selection. If you
have a favorite not mentioned in these
columns, go ahead and jot it down; we
are not perfect.

Band.

Singer ..

Cootie Williams
Roy Eldrige
Louis Jordan
Billy Butterfield
Vaughn Monroe
Erskine Hawkins
Bobby Sherwood
Jack Teagarden
Charlie Barnet

Andy Kirk
Spike Jones
Russ Morgan
Phil Harris
Alvino Rey
Harry James
Count Basie
Eddie Vinson
Earl Hines

VOCALISTS

(to aid you in your selection.)
Male
Female
Bing Crosby
Peggy Lee
Frank Sinatra
Anita O’Day
Dick Haymes
Dinah Shore
Art Lund
June Christy
Johnny Mercer
Billie Holiday
Sy Oliver
Georgia Gibbs
Bob Allen
Mildred Bailey
Ella Mae Morse Tex Benecke
Hoagy Carmichael
Helen Humes
Eddie Vinson
Pearle Bailey
King Cole
Lena Horne
Margaret Whiting Louis Armstrong
Woody Herman
Martha Tilton
Mary Ann McCall Jimmy Rushing
Bon Bon
Carolyn Grey
Cab Calloway
Sarah Vaughn
Louie Jordon
Lynne Stevens
Eddie Howard
Helen Forrest
Perry Como
Francis Wayne
Jack Leonard
Kitty Kallen
Butch Stone
Connie Boswell
Slim Gaillard
Connie Haines
Johnny Desmond
Jo Stafford
Andy Russel
Doris Day
Johnnie Johnston
Liz Tilton
Thelma Carpenter
Teddy Walters

Remarks

BANDS

(to help you in your selection of
Sweet and Swing.)
The Kampus Kings Blue Barron
Woody Herman
Desi Arnaz
Johnny Long
Jan Garber
Tex Benecke
Bob Crosby
Stan Kenton
Orrin Tucker
Gene Krupa
Artie Shaw
Cab Calloway
Jerry Wald
Duke Ellington
Bob Chester
Benny Goodman
Sammy Kaye
Ralph Koenig
Abe Lyman
Lionel Hampton
Wayne King
Freddy Martin
Tony Pastor
Tommy Dorsey
Louis Prima
Jimmy Dorsey
Art Kassel
Kay Kyser
Guy Lombardo
Randy Brooks
Boyd Raeburn
Tommy Tucker
Benny Carter
Sonny Dunham
Les Brown

Following the trend of Shakespearian
movies is a new film of Macbeth done by
amateurs. Producer and also star in the
show is David Bradley, ex-army ser¬
geant. The movie is a 16 mm show of
7000 feet. It takes 73 minutes to run
and cost $5,000. Critics who have seen
it are agreed that it is excellently per¬
formed and well done as to technical
points. Filmed near and around Winnetka, wealthy suburb of the North
Shore of Chicago, scenery used was nat¬
ural sights; grave yards, a college li¬
brary, an old quarry, etc. The famous
Bimam Wood battle was conducted on
Crow Island. Lady Macbeth did her
sleep-walking scene in the Deening Li¬
brary of Northwestern University. All
of the actors were volunteers; the battle
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scene soups were mainly from the dra¬
matic classes of Loyola School. Henry V
and this new production of Macbeth may
mark the beginning of a new era in
movie production.
A trend for more movies of some merit
in their actual script has been taking
hold of the world of the cinema. Shake¬
speare is coming into his own even on
the screen.
Seeing King Henry the Fifth after a
careful study of the text in English 420,
made me wonder: “How much would the
average movie goer who is quite unfa¬
miliar with Elizabethan English enjoy
this film?”
Even with the excellent editorial work
that has been done in substituting in¬
telligible modern words, such as “pop
gun,” for archaic or obsolete terms like
“elder gun,” there is a good deal of
Elizabethan language left, which must
have proved a barrier to the full enjoy¬
ment of the movie to many in the audi¬
ence. Much of Pistol’s conversation and
Nym’s subtle threatening would be hard
to translate into the modern vernacular
without some previous study of their
speech habits. I imagine that many per¬
sons were somewhat puzzled by the
Fluellen, Captain Jamie and Captain
McMorris sequence about the mine.
There is much in the film, however,
that amply repays the “uninitiated” who
puts out $1.80. There is a beautiful
musical score, fine photography, and im¬
pressive color work—crimson robes and
purple hangings, army campfires glow¬
ing in the darkness, green French coun¬
tryside and elegant French castles, and
knights and horses in gay trappings.
Shakespeare’s characterizations are ad¬
mirably interpreted—the cautious, timid,
old French monarch trembles and crosses
himself at the very mention of the name
Edward, the Black Prince of Wales. The
Dauphin is as unpleasant, cowardly and
boastful as any reader of his speeches
could imagine him to be. The action
moves smoothly and the sequence of the
events is clear; the chorus ties the parts
of the play together with easily followed,
excellently spoken pointers; and confus¬
ing or distracting scenes are cut.
This film, in my opinion, surpassed
any Shakespeare movie yet produced.
Its excellence is not due only to the
added mobility of the screen medium—
MGM’s Romeo and Juliet and the movie
Midsummer Night’s Dream had that ad¬
vantage, but they were not great movies
—but also to the unified and spirited
performance of every actor.
For anyone who has read Shake¬
speare’s Henry the Fifth the movie
ought to be an enriching experience.
Helen McGavran
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Where
Old Friends
Meet
“How are you?” I grinned at the lad
standing before me.
“Fine,” he replied.

Satin DCouse Goat
The Skinner Fashion Show, to be held at the Chase Roof on Jan¬
uary 23, will include a large variety of high styled fashions. Among
these is a pale pink satin, fleece back, hostess coat. It is simply de¬
signed and richly highlighted with touches of iridescent pink and
blue bugle beads at the waist and collar.

“The place is really crowded, isn’t it?”
“Always is between classes,” he re¬
marked. “I’d like to get a coke if I could
buck this mob.”
“That was my idea, too, but it looks
pretty hopeless.”
“Say, if you’ll hang onto these books
for me I’ll see if I can grab two.”
“Thanks,” I said as I took the books
from him.

Svenimj 'Dress witfi diamonds
An unusual trend of the bazaar is shown in a strapless ballet length
evening dress. It is for resort wear and has a hood with a shawl
effect to be worn over it. The dress is made of beige shantung with
large diamonds hand painted in black and accented with milk-white

In a few minutes he was back with
the drinks and we managed to get two
chairs at a table.
“Good blocking,” I complimented as we
sat down, then after the first sip, “still
going with the same girl, Warren?”
“Same girl?
Mary.”

Oh!

Yes.

You mean

“That’s right, Mary. Swell girl.”

bugle beads.

“None better.
think that.”

Plaij Suit
Reminiscent of Spain is a play suit of black spun rayon which re¬
sembles the garb of the bull-fighter. The trousers are tight and taper
to fit under the knee. The top is strapless and is made of a handpainted striped rayon. This is topped with a jaunty buttoned bolero
which has an embroidered and jeweled bull and bull-fighter on the
back. All the fabrics in the show were supplied by the Skinner Fabric
Co.

Svenimj Dress wi th Rujjles
For formal evenings, here is a strapless black crepe evening dress
with a frill of white lace sparkling with sequins, running over the
right shoulder and tapering down over one hip. Very seductive look¬
ing. (You might have known a man designed it!)

Prof-Files
(Continued from page 9)
intensely patriotic and has given much
of his time and effort to the Greek
cause. If you’d like to meet the remark¬
able gentleman, you could bring an old

coat or a pair of shoes down to his office
in Givens as an excuse. He’ll send them
back to the needy university students of
Greece.
Laura Roschke

Naturally, though, I’d

“Why don’t you marry her, Warren,”
I encouraged. “Have you asked her yet?”
“No, but I’m seriously considering it.”
“Take a tip from me—don’t wait.
You’re depriving yourself of a lot of
happiness. Mary is everything a man
could want in a girl. Looks, personality,
intelligence. That’s not an everyday com¬
bination.”
“You’re right there,” he agreed, “I
knew that the first day I met her.”
“Then why don’t you. . . .”
The bell rang. We both rose and
gulped the remainder of our drinks.
“Time to get back to class,” we said
simultaneously.
“See you later, Warren, and don’t for¬
get ...” I called to his back.
He turned and stared as though trying
to remember something, then walked out
of the Quad Shop.
He might have been trying to think of
my name—I got his out of the textbooks
he gave me. Maybe he didn’t know we’d
never met.
If all the freshmen in the world were
placed in a line holding hands, they
would reach more than halfway across
the ocean.
A lot of people are in favor of this
idea.

BETWEEN BELLES
My Valentine Collection
Is something fine to see—
I’ve cast my spell o’er thousands
In this University—
I’ve thrown my darts at many hearts
Of youths so blind and stupid—
You say you’d like to know my name?
I thought you knew-—I’m Cupid—
Good Shooting
Bob Donnell, Sigma Chi, losing his
heart and pin to Betty Sillman, Gamma
Phi.
Mel Lehman, Pi Phi, passing the candy
in sorority meeting not long ago to an¬
nounce her pinning to Jim Baker, Phi
Delt.
Betty Heins, Alpha Chi and Bob
Gillespie not wasting any time and mak¬
ing big plans for their Sept, wedding.
Pat Herbert, Kappa pledge, and Herb
Feldman, Phi Delt, waiting for that pin
to come in. This steady going couple
are mighty anxious for Herb to become
an active, so that they can make the
whole thing official.
Chuck Wilson, Theta Xi, up and pin¬
ning Pat Page, Delta Gamma. One more
gone from circulation!
Marie Waeckerle, IWA, announcing
her engagement to
Gene Demersseman,
Veteran.
Julie Wissman,
Theta, proudly dis¬
playing Ed Horner’s
Beta Pin. We hear
this was quite a blow to a certain male
hilltopper . . . but it wouldn’t be nice
to mention names, would it?
Joe James, TKE, forsaking all for
Joanne McGee of Lindenwood. Gone
another good TKE pin.
Jean Gonz, Alpha Chi, keeping us all
on needles and pins waiting to see Harry
Webster’s KA pin. Come on Jeanie . . .
don’t disappoint your fans.
"Fred Moulton, draping his Sigma Chi
badge on a very lovely lady, Sally
Young, Gamma Phi.
Bill Milks, Beta, and Sue Kamsey,
Theta, intending to tie the knot.
Chuck (Muggins) Smith, Sigma Chi,
flying all the way to California to give
the girl friend an engagement ring.
Carmen Owens, IWA, and Bill Wilkite
married.
Jean Jeffries, Delta Gamma, getting
herself engaged to handsome boy friend
off campus.

Taking Aim
Rumor has it that Hank Hoener, Phi
Delt, is keeping Dotty Copp, Theta
pledge pretty busy.
Kay Malone, Phi Mu, spends most of
her time pining for her Mizzou Phi Delt
Bob Davis.
Georgia Brown, Alpha Xi, and Gil
Boessey, have given up the whole idea
of studying just to be together. Who
wouldn’t?
A1 Schaeffer, Theta Xi, and Alice
Miller, Delta Gamma pledge, seem to be
getting along very nicely.
Frances Ritzinger, Theta pledge keeps
us all wondering by her constant switch¬
ing between Newell Baker, Beta, and
Wray Schultz, Sigma Chi.
Tom Killeen, Beta, and Pat Padburg
of Maryville are the “constant couple”
at all Beta parties.
Lou Feldman, Phi Delt, is developing
quite an interest in Kappa pledge,
Becky Brown . . . and we can’t say we
blame him.
Joyce Baker, Gamma Phi, and Bob
Barntraeger, Sigma Nu, must be seeing
eye to eye these days, ’cause things are
getting chummier all the time.
Charlotte Nixon, ZTA pledge, and
Alex DePaul are finding they have more
in common than the same Italian class
. . . let’s hope so anyway.
Dave Lupo, TKE, is knocking Terry
Schrieber, Tri Delt, as well as himself
out, but neither seem to mind.
It’s sure ’nuff true that Jim Carr,
Sigma Chi pledge, is going full steam
ahead to make a big impression on Betty
Stake, Pi Phi.
Doris Madden, Alpha Xi, and Paul
Rucci, TKE, have that certain light in
their eyes.
What is the big attraction at the Uni¬
versity of Ohio that has Bette Betz,
Alpha Xi, wanting to leave the Hilltop?
We hear that Marilyn Schmitz, Alpha
Chi, and Don Archibald, Theta Xi are
dating more so than ever.
Direct Hits
Betty Ann Sindelar, Pi Phi . . . leav¬
ing a flock of male admirers sad-eyed
when announcing her engagement to
Sandy Goldwasser. Lucky fellow!
Ginny Handlan, Pi Phi, and Harry
Bott, Sigma Nu . . . about to take that
fatal plunge. Fat boy gonna marry that
gal!!
Julie Winsby, Theta . . . owner of a
nice shiny SAE pin and Jim Nieswander.
Bernice Goeckler, ZTA, and Nick
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Oehler, Theta Xi . . . practicing that
old proverb about try and try again . . .
they’re pinned again!!
Harriet Arey, Gamma Phi, and Rudy
Cantanzari, Sigma Chi . . . breaking
down and getting pinned after a longlasting romance.
Jim Kopf, ZBT, and Marilyn Quick¬
silver . . . adding their names to the
long list of engageds.
Margie Blair, Delta Gamma, and Jack
Cassidy, Sigma Chi
. . . deciding to love
and cherish forever.
Mary Kendall,
Kappa, and Bill Widmer, Beta . . . pinned
.... and event every¬
one was pleased to see.
Janice Wimer, Pi Phi, and Fred
Myers, Veteran . . . under the spell . . .
looks like the Veterans have it.
Marie Hallquist, Kappa, and George
Chambers, Phi Bet Med student . . .
about to let the doctor take a wife.
Louise Allen, Gamma Phi pledge . . .
showing up with Bob Jordan’s Phi Delt
pin one Saturday night. Glad to see it!
Joy Gifford, Delta Gamma, and Frank
Wolf, KA . . . surprising the world by
their recent pinning. One more good
Wolf gone from the pack.
Future Targets
Frank Holmes, Sigma Nu, with his
new flame Bonnie Maynard, Theta.
Things are really steamin’ round their
way.
Nancy Schwenk, Kappa, and her hand¬
some Phi Delt, Bob Lohr.
Jean Nohl, Pi Phi, with Bob Jostes,
Phi Delt, making such nice dancing part¬
ners at all those Phi Delt parties.
Ruth Vohs, Gamma Phi, with Bob
Phiambolis, Sigma Chi, doing the town
together.
Bobbie Neal, ZTA, with Bill Blick,
combining their ideas . . . they both seem
to have the same idea . . . best we stop
here, huh?
Betty Oor, Phi Mu, with the whole
TKE chapter. That’s covering ground,
m’ lady.
Bill McAllister, Beta, with neat swim¬
mer Suzanne Siegel, Theta.
Jan Nicholas, Delta Gamma pledge,
with her time divided between Sigma Chi
admirers Stuart Mansfield, Gary Ellis,
and Roy Sanderson.
Bill Sippy, Beta, ever-yearning for Pi
Phi Harriet Sendige of Oakridge, Tenn.
Fay Smith, Kappa, with her latest in-

terests centering on Westminster . . . and
Keith Williams.
Bill Boles, Phi Delt, with his recent
dates with Scotty Earle, Gamma Phi.
Wilma Wielder, Tri Delt, with con¬
stant visits from Bert Drui, TKE.
Johnny Shubert, Beta, with Carol
Dierking, Gamma Phi quite a bit.
Jean Childs, Kappa pledge, and Don
Howard, SAE, with their frequent quar¬
rels . . . which they always manage to
patch up.
Nancy Lewis, IWA, with Harry Dependah, IMA, becoming a steady twosome.
Little Off Center
Dave Gardner, TKE, and Barb Eisenhardt, Tri Delt, want it known that the
whole affair is purely platonic. OK,
OK, we’ll take your word for it.
Dot Mueller, Phi Mu, just won’t make
up her mind between those men.
Joanne Stoll, Tri Delt, and John
Chassels, TKE, have decided to call it
quits. In fact Joanne has her heart deep
in the state of Washington, where her
SAE is attending Washington State
College. But she has his pin to keep her
company.
It’s a crying shame but Lou Menges
is again sporting his SAE badge, al¬

though we hear he’s still going steady.
Confusin’ isn’t it?
It appears that Monty Lewis, Phi
Delt, is really in a whirl and can’t pick
between Nancy Humphrey, Theta, and
his California heart throb.
Ann Scott, Tri Delt, torn between Phi
Delt and Sigma Chi is having her own
troubles.
Jim Woodbridge is a charter member
of Sigma Chi’s Hermit Club, since he
turned down a date with movie queen,
Virginia Mayo, just to go bird hunting.
Did he get the bird!!
Practice Shots
Jean Zeitler, Pi Phi pledge, and Ross
Reed, Delta Tau, making a nice combina¬
tion singing and otherwise.
Beverly Bomtraeger, Gamma Phi
spending her time with Fred Atkinson.
Ralph Buchmueller, Theta Xi, going
overboard for dark, sultry-eyed Bettie
Celaya, Delta Gamma pledge.
Dale Dazzler, Beta, engaged.
Martha Downing, Theta, keeping Jack
Reimers, Beta, very well entertained.
Sally Wyandt, Kappa pledge, follow¬
ing in sister Mary’s footsteps and con¬
centrating on the SAE house.
Reid Chappell, Sigma Chi, giving his

pin to Barbara Taylor of Smith College
in the East.
Virginia Kurth (Dickie), IWA, taking
an unpredicted interest in Concordia
Seminary. Confidentially we think
“Willy” has a part in the picture.
Harold Schreimann, SAE, altar-bound
with off-campus girl.
Donna Smith, ZTA, going steady with
Mike Huggins, KA pledge. Newest com¬
plication . . . notice from the U. S. Army.
Too bad, fella.
Bob Busche, TKE, and Millie Norwine, Theta, having eyes only for each
other.
Martha Burton, Delta Gamma pledge,
having quite a time with Ed Lanche,
Sigma Chi.
Don Yaeger, Beta, giving up the soli¬
tary life in favor of dating Jean Rhodes
of Kirkwood.
Cheri Walker, Alpha Chi, starting the
new year off right with a nice Phi Tau
Delta Pin from Ralph Anderson.
Peggy Pettig, Alpha Chi, causing a
general explosion when during a casual
bridge game a wedding ring was noticed
on her left hand. The big day was July
10, 19A6, and the lucky man is Bob
Thompson.
Frances Richardson
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Free!
a box of Life Savers
for the best wisecrack
Wliat is the best joke that you heard on the campus
last week?
Send it to your editor. You may wiseerack yourself
into a free prize box of Life Savers!

You might be—if you love onions and men too!
They just don’t go together, Honey! Unless, that is,
you keep your breath sweet with yummy Life Savers.
Then, you’re in the groove right. You can go on loving
onions, men, and of course you’ll love Life Savers, too.

For the best line submitted each month by one of
the students, there will be a free award of an attract¬
ive cellophane-wrapped assortment of all the Life
Saver flavors.
Jokes will be judged by the editors of this publica¬
tion. The right to publish any or all jokes is reserved.
Decisions of the editors will be final. The winning
wisecrack will be published the following month,
along with the lucky winner’s name.
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perated by May Dept. Stores Co.
rle Give and Redeem Eagle Stamps

as seen In
Look flower-fresh and pretty in this flattering
casual by Justin McCarty! Luscious pastel
tones of blue, rose, beige or aqua...and town brown
:
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cotton gabardine! Popular button-front style, studded
’ ' I
'

with novelty buttons. Junior sizes.

19.95

ramous-Barr Co. s Little New Yorker
k
Shop—Fourth Floor

